The Brain-Washing of Wang Ming Tao 
by Myra Scovel 


Wang Ming Tao, a Chinese Christian pastor in Peking, was imprisoned by the Communists. At first it was 
believed that he was dead. After more than a year, he was released from prison and read his confession before a 
large audience. 


I am a counter-revolutionary offender. As a result of the patient attitude shown by the government and the re- 
education given me, I have come to realize my errors. 
—From Wang Ming Tao's confession. 


SO, the great man had broken. 

The people, gathered in tight little knots 
in a Peking courtyard, 

dared not say what they thought. 

Their words would have been, 

"We hoped 

that he was the one 

who would show us the way; 

we thought that he 

could never be broken." 


Hollow words rolled down the centuries; 
"We trusted that it had been He 
which should have redeemed Israel." 


For Wang Ming Tao had stood for hope. 
The whole world watched 

to see what Christians under modern torture 
could bring back. 


We watched him, fearing, 

knowing that there was not one strand of fiber in us 
that could withstand the strain, 

knowing we would be the first to crack, 

yet hoping there was strength within us 

that we had not guessed. 

If he could hold, 

perhaps a few of us could hope to hold. 

"We trusted that it had been he..." 


But now the great man had spoken 
and we knew that we would break 
as he had broken. 


Placed in a solitary cell, alone, dirty, cold... —News item. 


We who must rush to the phone 

for a long-distance call, 

we who must turn on the radio 

while we are ironing, 

we who must bawIl to the neighbors next door 


to come over for bridge and a drink; 

we who must change our shirts and our socks every day, 
turn on the tap and fill the tub full, 

raise the thermostat ten more degrees, 

insist on a dual-control for the blanket— 

yes, we would fail his ordeal. 


Father, forgive. 

I am unable to endure even the cold of the stones 
of the altar of sacrifice, 

let alone the descending knife. 


He was deprived of sleep until he was a twitching, nervous wreck 


Deprived of sleep. . . 

we who toss and roll for an hour or two 
on a soft clean bed in a beautiful room 
looking out upon stars, 

we who get up and walk at will in the house, 
upstairs or down, 

choose a full meal in the middle of night 
from a well stocked refrigerator, 

switch on a light, 

read any book of our choice 

for as long as we like, 

then revel in "all we went through" 

at the office next day. 

"Tt's not right I say, 

this damned mess in Washington .. 


Father, forgive, we would fail. 


But will He forgive? 

That is the question 

that haunts in the night. 

Martyrs used to be glorious; 

Joan of Arc burned at the stake... 
"Take courage, Master Ridley, 

we shall this day light such a candle 
by God's grace in England that. . ." 
"Recant? Never..." 

"Father, forgive them, 

they know not what they do..." 


Those were the days when brains 
remained clear till the end, 

or what foes thought was the end— 

what we know was just a beginning. 

But this was denying the Truth, 

admitting that Truth is a lie. 

"He that denieth Me before men 

shall be denied before the angels of God." 


... -News item. 


Cold knots of huddled men 
shuffling the stones of a Peking pavement 
without the luxury of a sigh. 


And when they bring you unto the synagogues and powers, take ye no thought of 
how or what things ye shall answer, or what ye shall say: for the Holy Ghost shall teach you in the same hour 
what ye ought to say. —Luke 12:11-12. 


How we have hoped in those words! 

How we have pictured ourselves 

bound in our chains with our heads held high, 
a celestial light in our eye, 

and the wonderful words pouring forth; 

out of our lips, the Spirit of God 

pouring forth on our foes 

and they stunned to silence! 


Pitiful people in cold little knots 

in a Peking courtyard, 

waiting for words to flow 

from the golden lips of their unconquered hero; 
"I ask pardon from all concerned 

and from my country. 

For everything in the past, 

I ask everyone's forgiveness." 


For everything in the past, I ask everyone's forgiveness. -From Wang Ming Tao's confession. 
God, no! 


For the fire of those sermons 
warming the hearts of hundreds 
standing in the cold of winter, 

hour after hour, 

absorbing the glow, feeling the flame 
from the fuel of his words? 

For truth kept clean? 

For the lack of fear? 


"T cannot bear to see such people 
confusing the truth of the Lord, 
corrupting the Church of God!" 


These are the words he used. 

With the keenest blade, 

he hacked at the briers that tangled 
and grew 

and strangled. 


I will forewarn you whom ye shall fear; fear him which after he hath killed, hath power to cast into hell: yea I say 
unto you, fear him. - Luke 12:15 


Terrible words. 
It is possible then 
for man to do this to man? 


But who is the "he" 

that hath power to cast into hell? 

Not those who have crushed the brain 
of a valiant stalwart for Truth. 

Their blow is only a physical blow, 

a bash on the brain ' 

like a bash on the skull— 

and Wang Ming Tao is safe for a while. 


But what of the men 

who have rendered him thus? 

Who is the man who kept him awake? 

Who is the one who locked his cell? 

Who are the men who shouted and screamed? 
Who taught them the words to yell? 


Deep in my soul 
is a thin, cold cry— 
"Lord, is it I?" 


Not a sparrow is forgotten .. .—Luke 12:6. 


And Wang Ming Tao is safe for a while, 
for the long, still while of eternity, 

Though he may live with his battered brain 
in his broken body for part of time, 

his soul is alive and singing still, 

shining there on his Peking hill, 

giving him back his radiant words. 

"For thirty years I have fought," he said, 
'and if the Lord tarries too long, too long, 

I will, by the mighty power of His resurrection, 
continue to fight them." 


A tongue can be stilled, 

a brain can be washed, 
but there on a singing hill 
is an indestructible soul. 


But what of the man who kept him awake? 
What of his glaring light? 

He should be home in his bed at night 
with a child asleep in the curve of his arm; 
he should be dreaming his dreams of love 
and waking refreshed at dawn. 


What of the man who locked his cell, 


who watched his movements hour by hour? 
Why is he not in the sun-washed air 
watching the flick of a bird's bright wing, 
the stir of a leaf, the leap of a hare, 

the wind through the wild plum flower? 


And what of the one who shouted and screamed? 
Who taught him the words to yell? 

He should be teaching a child to sing 

"Little bug, fly, oh little bug fly"; 

or, in the quiet voice of the sage, 

repeating the words that can never die, 

"Within the four seas, all men are brothers." 
Why does his voice rasp angry and dry 

as he watches his brother suffer? 


Again the cry from within, 

"Father, forgive their sin, 

they know not what they are doing." 
But why don't they know, 

God, why? 

Who is it failed, and why? 


God, 
is it I? 


